


















































第 1 部「窓」，（約 127 頁），第一次大戦前の９月の中頃，午後から夜。 
第２部「時はゆく」，（約 18 頁）第一次大戦をふくむ 10 年間 























‘ Yes, of course, if it’s fine to-morrow,’ said Mrs. Ramsay. 
‘ But you’ll have to be up with the lark,’ she added. 
    To her son these words conveyed an extraordinary joy, as if it were settled the expedition were bound to take place, 
and the wonder to which he had looked forward, for years and years it seemed, was, after a night’s darkness and a day’s 
sail, within touch. Since he belonged, even at the age of six, to that great clan which cannot keep this feeling separate 
from that, but must let future prospects, with their joys and sorrows, cloud what is actually at hand, since to such people 
even in earliest childhood any turn in the wheel of sensation has the power to crystallise and transfix the moment upon 
which its gloom or radiance rests, James Ramsay , sitting on the floor cutting out pictures from the illustrated catalogue 












‘But,’ said his father, stopping in front of the drawing-room window, ‘it won’t be fine.’  （Ibid., p.8） 
(「しかし」客間の窓のまん前で足をとめて父親は言った。「あしたの天気はまずいぞ」) （Ibid., p.6） 
  
 Had there been an axe handy, a poker, or any weapon that would have gashed a hole in his father’s breast and killed 




 What he said was true. It was always true. He was incapable of untruth; never tampered with a fact; never altered a 
disagreeable word to suit the pleasure or convenience of any mortal being, least of all of his own children, who, sprung 






知させておかねばならないのだ。)  (Ibid., p.6) 
 
 ラムゼイ氏の性格と妻にたいする考えが次の文章から理解出来る。 
There wasn’t the slightest possible chance that they could go to the Lighthouse to-morrow, Mr. Ramsay snapped out 
irascibly. 
 How did he know? She asked. The wind often changed. The extraordinary irrationality of her remark, the folly of 
women’s minds enraged him. He had ridden through the valley of death, been shattered and shivered; and now she flew 










‘No, going to the Lighthouse, James,’ he said, as he stood by the window, speaking awkwardly, but trying in deference 
to Mrs.Ramsay to soften his voice into some semblance of geniality at least. 





けるのだろう，と夫人は思った。)  (Ibid., p.19) 
 
‘Perhaps you will wake up and find the sun shining and the birds singing,’ she said compassionately, smoothing the 
little boy’s hair, for her husband, with his caustic saying that it would not be fine, had dashed his spirits she could see. 
This going to the Lighthouse was a passion of his, she saw, and then, as if her husband had not said enough, with his 











But he kept looking back over his shoulder as Mildred carried him out, and she was certain that he was thinking, we 
are not going to the Lighthouse to-morrow; and she thought, he will remember that all his life.  (Ibid.,ｐ.68) 
（しかしミルドレッドにつれて行かれながら，頭をうしろに向けたまま，こちらを見ておりました。明日燈
台へはゆかないと考えつづけていたにちがいないのです。そして彼は一生，そのことをおぼえているにちが
いありません。)  (Ibid., p.79) 
 
 No, she thought, putting together some of the pictures he had cut out ― a refrigerator, a mowing machine, a 
gentleman in evening dress ―children never forget. For this reason, it was so important what one said, and what one 







ｗhich had lasted now half an hour and had taken its place soothingly in the scale of sounds pressing on top of her, 
such as the tap of balls upon bats, the sharp, sudden bark now and then, ‘How's that? How's that? of the children playing 











One moment more, with her head raised, she listened, as if she waited for some habitual sound, some regular 
mechanical sound; and then, hearing something rhythmical, half said, half chanted, beginning in the garden, as her 
husband beat up and down the terrace, something between a croak and a song, she was soothed once more, assured 











 but like a ghostly roll of drums remorselessly beat the measure of life, made one think of the destruction of the island 
and its engulfment in the sea, and warned her whose day had slipped past in one quick doing after another that it was all 
ephemeral as a rainbow - this sound which had been obscured and concealed under the other sounds suddenly thundered 








 Directly one looked up and saw them, what she called `being in love’ flooded them. They became part of that unreal 
but penetrating and exciting universe which is the world seen through the eyes of love. The sky stuck to them; the birds 
sang through them. And, what was even more exciting, she felt, too, as she saw Mr.Ramsay bearing down and retreating, 
and Mrs. Ramsay sitting with James in the window and the cloud moving and the tree bending, how life, from being 
made up of little separate incidents which one lived one by one, became curled and whole like a wave which bore one 




















He said nothing. He took opium. The children said he had stained his beard yellow with it. Perhaps. What was obvious 
to her was that the poor man was unhappy, came to them every year as an escape; and yet every year, she felt the same 
thing; he did not trust her. She said,‘I am going to the town. Shall I get you stamps, paper, tobacco? and she felt him 
















  Always, Mrs.Ramsay felt, one helped oneself out of solitude reluctantly by laying hold of some little odd or end, 
some sound, some sight. She listened, but it was all very still; cricket was over; the children were in their baths; there 
was only the sound of the sea. She stopped knitting; she held the long reddish-brown stocking dangling in her hands a 
moment. She saw the light again. With some irony in her interrogation, for when one woke at all, one’s relations 
changed, she looked at the steady light, the pitiless, the remorseless, which was so much her, yet so little her, which had 
her at its back and call (she woke in the night and saw it bent across their bed, stroking the floor), but for all that she 
thought, watching it with fascination, hypnotised, as if it were stroking with its silver fingers some sealed vessel in her 
brain whose bursting would flood her with delight, she had known happiness, exquisite happiness, intense happiness, 
and it silvered the rough waves a little more brightly, as daylight faded, and the blue went out of the sea and it rolled in 
waves of pure lemon which curved and swelled and broke upon the beach and the ecstasy burst in her eyes and waves 
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[Prue Ramsay, leaning on her father’s arm, was given in marriage that May. What, people said, could have been more 
fitting? And, they added, how beautiful she looked!]   (Ibid., p.143) 
([ブルー・ラムゼイは，父の腕によりそい，その年の五月に新郎に引きわたされた。人々は，これ以上お似
合いの夫婦があろうかと噂し，花嫁がどんなに美しかったかを語り合った。])  ｐ・174 
 
[Prue Ramsay died that summer in some illness connected with childbirth, which was indeed a tragedy, people said. 
They said nobody deserved happiness more.]  (Ibid., p.144) 
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（[ブルー・ラムゼイはその夏，お産にかかわる病気のため死亡した。人々はまことに悲しい事と，彼女ほど
幸福にふさわしい人はないのにと，嘆いた。] ） (Ibid., p.175) 
 
[Mr.Ramsay stumbling along a passage stretched his arms out one dark morning, but, Mrs.Ramsay having died rather 
suddenly the night before, he stretched his arms out. They remained empty.]  (Ibid., p.140) 
([ラムゼイ氏は，朝まだほのぐらい時，廊下をよろめき通りながら，両腕をさしのべた。しかし，ラムゼイ




All of a sudden, would Mrs. McNab see that the house was ready, one of the young ladies wrote: would she get this 
done; would she get that done; all in a hurry. They might be coming for the summer, had left everything to the last; 
expected to find things as they had left them. Slowly and painfully, with broom and pail, mopping, scouring, Mrs. 
McNab, Mrs. Bast stayed the corruption and the rot; rescued from the pool of Time that was fast closing over them now 
















 10 年振りで別荘を訪れたリリーは，ラムゼイ夫人の死による消失感を強く感じ，「中心を完全な空白」  
( a centre of complete emptiness) と述べている。現実にラムゼイ夫人の坐っていた客間の前の石段は空っぽな
のだが，リリーのイメージの中には「紫色の三角形」としてジエイムズに本を読んでいる姿が今でも浮かん






the taste and smell that places have after long absence possessing her, the candles wavering in her eyes, she had lost 
herself and gone under. It was a wonderful night, starlit; the waves sounded as they went upstairs; the moon surprised 
them, enormous, pale, as they passed the staircase window. She had slept at once.  (Ibid., p.163) 
(久しぶりにおとずれたこの家の味と匂いは，リリーの心を奪い，ろうそくの光は目にちらちらちらついて，
気が遠くなった。星のまたたく，素晴しい夜であった。二階の寝室に行くとき，波のひびきがきこえた。月
は，階段の窓を過ぎるときみんながびっくりしたほど，巨大で青白かった。リリーはすぐに寝入った。)  (Ibid., 
p.198) 
 
 for she could not, this first morning with the Ramsays, contract her feelings, could only make a phrase resound to 
cover the blankness of her mind until these vapours had shrunk. For really, what did she feel, come back after all these 








Mrs. Ramsay had given. Giving, giving, giving, she had died ― and had left all this. Really, she was angry with Mrs. 
Ramsay. With the brush slightly trembling in her fingers she looked at the hedge, the step, the wall. It was all Mrs. 
Ramsay’s doing. She was dead. Here was Lily, at forty-four, wasting her time, unable to do a thing, standing there, 
playing at painting, playing at the one thing one did not play at, and it was all Mrs. Ramsay’s fault. She was dead. The 






て。)   (Ibid., p.199) 
 
It was some such feeling of completeness perhaps which, ten years ago, standing almost where she stood now, had 
made her say that she must be in love with the place. Love had a thousand shapes. There might be lovers whose gift it 
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was to choose out the elements of things and place them together and so, giving them a wholeness not theirs in life, 
make of some scene, or meeting of people (all now gone and separate), one of those globed compacted things over 









he was growing famous. People said that his poetry was ‘so beautiful.’ They went and published things he had written 
forty years ago. There was a famous man now called Carmichael, she smiled, thinking how many shapes one person 
might wear, how he was that in the newspapers, but here the same as he had always been. He looked the same - greyer, 









Charles Tansley did that too: it was part of the reason why one disliked him. He upset the proportions of one’s world. 
And what had happened to him, she wondered, idly stirring the plantains with her brush. He had got his fellowship. He 
had married; he lived at Golders Green. 
．．．．．．．．．．．．．．．．．．．． 
and making it his business to tell her women can’t write, women can’t paint, not so much that he believed it, as that for 
some odd reason he wished it? There he was, lean and red and raucous, preaching love from a platform (there were ants 
crawling about among the plantains which she disturbed with her brush－red, energetic ants, rather like Charles 








のかしら？ そこに，痩せこけて，赤ら顔で，しゃがれ声のあの人が演壇から愛を説いていたのです）  
(Ibid., p.261) 
 一方、リリーは海の彼方の燈台に意識が遷る。 
‘ He must have reached it,’ said Lily Briscoe aloud, feeling suddenly completely tired out. For the Lighthouse had 
become almost invisible, had melted away into a blue haze, and the effort of looking at it and the effort of thinking of 
him landing there, which both seemed to be one and the same effort, had stretched her body and mind to the utmost. Ah, 












‘It will rain,’ he remembered his father saying ‘You won’t be able to go to the Lighthouse.’ The Lighthouse was then a 
silvery, misty-looking tower with a yellow eye that opened suddenly and softly in the evening. Now- 
 James looked at the Lighthouse. He could see the white-washed rocks; the tower, stark and straight; he could see that it 
was barred with black and white; he could see windows in it; he could even see washing spread on the rocks to dry. So 
that was the Lighthouse, was it? 
 No, the other was also the Lighthouse. For nothing was simply one thing. The other was the Lighthouse too. It was 
sometimes hardly to be seen across the bay. In the evening one looked up and saw the eye opening and shutting and the 










うに思えた。） (Ibid., p.247) 
Indeed they were very close to the Lighthouse now. There it loomed up, stark and straight, glaring white and black, 
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and one could see the waves breaking in white splinters like smashed glass upon the rocks. One could see lines and 
creases in the rocks. One could see the windows clearly; a dab of white on one of them, and a little tuft of green on the 
rock. A man had come out and looked at them through a glass and gone in again. So it was like that, James thought, the 
Lighthouse one had seen across the bay all these years; it was a stark tower on a bare rock. It satisfied him. It confirmed 
some obscure feeling of his about his own character. The old ladies, he thought, thinking of the garden at home, went 
dragging their chairs about on the lawn. Old Mrs.Beckwith, for example, was always saying how nice it was and how 
sweet it was and how they ought to be so proud and they ought to be so happy, but as a matter of fact James thought, 
















why was it so short, why was it so inexplicable, said it with violence, as two fully equipped human beings from 
whom nothing should be hid might speak, then, beauty would roll itself up; the space would fill; those empty flourishes 
would form into shape; if they shouted loud enough Mrs.Ramsay would return. ‘Mrs,Ramsay!’ she said aloud, 





叫んだ。[ラムゼイ夫人！]涙は顔を流れおちた。)   (Ibid., p.239) 
 
Suddenly the window at which she was looking was whitened by some light stuff behind it. At last then somebody 
had come into the drawing-room; somebody was sitting in the chair. For Heaven’s sake, she prayed, let them sit still 
there and not come floundering out to talk to her. Mercifully, whoever it was stayed still inside; had settled by some 
stroke of luck so as to throw an odd-shaped triangular shadow over the step. It altered the composition of the picture a 
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ような位置に落ち着きました。あれで絵の構図が少しかわります。） (Ibid., p.267)  
 
Ah, but what had happened? Some wave of white went over the window pane. The air must have stirred some flounce 
in the room. Her heart leapt at her and seized her and tortured her. 
 ‘Mrs.Ramsay! Mrs.Ramsay! she cried, feeling the old horror come back－to want and want and not to have. Could she 
inflict that still? And then, quietly, as if she refrained, that too became part of ordinary experience, was on a level with 
the chair, with the table. Mrs。Ramsay ―it was part of her perfect goodness to Lily ―sat there quite simply, in the chair, 









た。そこに腰をおろしていたのである。)  (Ibid., p.268) 
 
  Quickly, as if she were recalled by something over there, she turned to her canvas. There it was―her picture. Yes, 
with all its greens and blues, its lines running up and across, its attempt at something. It would be hung in the attics, she 
thought; it would be destroyed. But what did that matter? She asked herself, taking up her brush again. She looked at 
the steps; they were empty; she looked at her canvas; it was blurred. With a sudden intensity, as if she saw it clear for a 
second, she drew a line there, in the centre. It was done; it was finished. Yes, she thought, laying down her brush in 
































So with the house empty and the doors locked and the mattresses rolled round, those stray airs, advance guards of 
great armies, blustered in, brushed bare boards, nibbled and fanned, met nothing in bedroom or drawing-room that 
wholly resisted them but only hangings that flapped, wood that creaked, the bare legs of tables, saucepans and china 
already furred, tarnished, cracked. What people had shed and left －a pair of shoes, a shooting cap, some faded skirts 
and coats in wardrobes －those alone kept the human shape and in the emptiness indicated how once they were filled 
and animated; how once hands were busy with hooks and buttons; how once the looking-glass had held a face; had held 
a world hollowed out in which a figure turned, a hand flashed, the door opened, in came children rushing and tumbling; 
and went out again. Now, day after day, light turned, like a flower reflected in water, its clear image on the wall opposite. 
Only the shadows of the trees, flourishing in the wind, made obeisance on the wall, and for a moment darkened the pool 


















 It might well be, said Mrs. McNab, wantoning on with her memories; they had friends in eastern countries; gentlemen 
staying there, ladies in evening dress; she had seen them once through the dining-room door all sitting at dinner. Twenty 
she dared say in all their jewellery, and she asked to stay help wash up, might be till after midnight. 







Thinking no harm, for the family would not come, never again, some said, and the house would be sold at Michaelmas 
perhaps, Mrs. McNab stooped and picked a bunch of flowers to take home with her. She laid them on the table while 
she dusted. She was fond of flowers. It was a pity to let them waste. Suppose the house were sold (she stood arms 
akimbo in front of the looking-glass) it would want seeing to – it would. There it had stood all these years without a 
soul in it. The books and things were mouldy, for, what with the war and help being hard to get, the house had not been 
cleaned as she could have wished. It was beyond one person’s strength to get it straight now. She was too old. Her legs 
pained her. All those books needed to be laid out on the grass in the sun; there was plaster fallen in the hall; the 
rain-pipe had blocked over the study window and let the water in; the carpet was ruined quite. But people should come 
themselves; they should have sent somebody down to see. For there were clothes in the cupboards; they had left clothes 
in all the bedrooms. What was she to do with them? They had the moth in them －Mrs. Ramsay’s  things. Poor lady! 



















Why the dressing-table drawers were full of things (she pulled them open), handkerchiefs, bits of ribbon. Yes, she 
could see Mrs. Ramsay as she came up the drive with the washing.‘Good-evening, Mrs. McNab,’ she would say. She 
had a pleasant way with her. The girls all liked her. But dear, many things had changed since then (she shut the drawer); 
many families had lost their dearest. So she was dead; and Mr. Andrew killed; and Miss Prue dead too, they said, with 
her first baby; but every one had lost some one these years. Prices had gone up shamefully, and didn’t come down again 








灰色の上衣を着た奥さんをよく覚えているよ。)  (Ibid., P.180) 
 
And rats in all the attics. The rain came in. But they never sent; never came. Some of the locks had gone, so the doors 
banged. She didn’t like to be up here at dusk alone neither. It was too much for one woman, too much, too much. She 











The house was left; the house was deserted. It was left like a shell on a sandhill to fill with dry salt grains now that life 
had left it. The long night seemed to have set in; the trifling airs, nibbling, the clammy breaths, fumbling, seemed to 
have triumphed. The saucepan had rusted and the mat decayed. Toads had nosed their way in . Idly, aimlessly, the 
swaying shawl swung to and fro. A thistle thrust itself between the tiles in the larder. The swallows nested in the 
drawing-room; the floor was strewn with straw; the plaster fell in shovelfuls; rafters were laid bare; rats carried off this 
and that to gnaw behind the wainscots. 
Tortoise-shell butterflies burst from the chrysalis and pattered their life out on the window-pane. Poppies sowed 
themselves among the dahlias; the lawn waved with long grass; giant artichokes towered among roses; a fringed 
carnation flowered among the cabbages; while the gentle tapping of a weed at the window had become, on winters’ 
















 For now had come that moment, that hesitation when dawn trembles and night pauses, when if a feather alight in the 
scale it will be weighed down. One feather, and the house, sinking, falling, would have turned and pitched downwards 





いるこの家が，転覆して，闇の底へと，まっさかさまにおちてゆくであろう。)  (Ibid.,ｐ.183) 
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 If the feather had fallen, if it had tipped the scale downwards, the whole house would have plunged to the depths to lie 
upon the sands of oblivision. But there was a force working;   (Ibid., p.151) 
（もし羽毛がおちて，秤皿が下にさがり平衡を失ったなら，家はことごとく，地底にくずれおちて，忘却の
砂原に横たわることとなったろう。しかし，ある力が動いていた。） (Ibid., p.184) 
 




































































Yes, that was done then, accomplished; and as with all things done, become solemn. Now one thought of it, cleared of 
chatter and emotion, it seemed always to have been, only was shown now, and so being shown struck everything into 
stability. They would, she thought, going on again, however long they lived, come back to this night; this moon; this 
wind; this house: and to her too. It flattered her, where she was most susceptible of flattery, to think how, wound about 
in their hearts, however long they lived she would be woven; and this, and this, and this, she thought, going upstairs, 
laughing, but affectionately, at the sofa on the landing (her mother’s) at the rocking-chair (her father’s); at the map of 
the Hebrides. All that would be revived again in the lives of Paul and Minta; ‘the Rayleys’－               
she tried the new name over; and she felt, with her hand on the nursery door, that community of feeling with other 
people which emotion gives as if the walls of partition had become so thin that practically (the feeling was one of relief 
and happiness) it was all one stream, and chairs, tables, maps, were hers, were theirs, it did not matter whose, and Paul 































He had always kept this old symbol of taking a knife and striking his father to the heart. Only now, as he grew older, 
and sat staring at his father in an impotent rage, it was not him, that old man reading, whom he wanted to kill, but it was 
the thing that descended on him – without his knowing it perhaps; that fierce sudden black-winged harpy, with its talons 
and its beak all cold and hard, that struck and struck at you( he could feel the beak on his bare legs, where it had struck 










 They would soon be out of it, Mr. Ramsay was saying to old Macalister; but their children would see some strange 












 She looked at her picture. That would have been his answer, presumably―how ‘you’ and ‘I’ and ‘ she’ pass and 
vanish; nothing stays; all changes; but not words, nor paint. Yet it would be hung in the attics, she thought; it would be 
rolled up and flung under a sofa; yet even so, even of a picture like that, it was true. One might say, even of this scrawl, 










つもりでした。)  (Ibid., p.238) 
 
 [The sea without a stain on it, thought Lily Briscoe, still standing and looking out over the bay. The sea is stretched 
like silk across the bay. Distance had an extraordinary power; they had been swallowed up in it, she felt, they were gone 
for ever, they had become part of the nature of things. It was so calm; it was so quiet. The steamer itself had vanished, 
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る。])   (Ibid., p.249) 
 
So much depends then, thought Lily Briscoe, looking at the sea which had scarcely a stain on it, which was so soft that 
the sails and the clouds seemed set in its blue, so much depends, she thought, upon distance: whether people are near us 
or far from us; for her feeling for Mr. Ramsay changed as he sailed further and further across the bay. It seemed to be 
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